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preceded the Pageant.    Could he throw his mind
back?

* Why, good God!' Lampiron burst out.   * You
don't mean to say you think / murdered Furze?'

* He's a fine-looking old man when he's angry/
Gurney   thought.     * But   he's   got   a   temper  all
right.'

Why, no, Gurney explained, laughing, that was
silly! Of course not. Only this was a baffling case.
They were making very little progress with it. And
they did understand that Mr. Lampiron had had
a few words with Stephen Furze that same after-
noon in the High Street. Several people had noticed
it.

Lampiron, to whom this was all a thundering
insult, understood, however, that he must be calm.
So, quietly, he threw his mind back. Yes, he'd left
his house about a quarter-past four. It was quite
true that, going up the High Street, he had en-
countered Furze; the man had been impertinent
and he told him to go to the devil! He had always
hated the man, had been in debt to him for a long
time, as everyone knew.

* And after that?' asked Gurney.

Well, after that he had walked on up the High
Street, looked at the preparations for the Pageant,
gone into the Cathedral, where he had expected to
meet Mr. Hattaway. They were to meet in order to
discuss the danger to the Whispering Gallery from
wood-rot. The Whispering Gallery, as a matter of
fact, was closed later that same evening. Hattaway
had not turned up. He, Lampiron, had stayed quietly
near the West Door for a while. There had been no
one there. Once he thought he heard steps in the
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